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like it all. We're all such friends—it's just like one big family.
You must hang up your hat and coat on that peg. . . ."
And in this manner Edward Albert entered upon a fresh
phase in his life and adapted himself discreetly to a new and
wider environment. Breakfast was from half-past seven to
half-past nine. Then you were supposed to go out and return
about six or seven. (But one old gentleman was asleep before
the fire in the drawing-room. He woke up, stared for a moment,
grunted, and then composed himself for further slumber.)
Dinner was from seven-thirty to nine-thirty. There was a
large dingy dining-room with shaded gas lamps, a big side-
board, a service lift that came up with a rumble and a smack,
and a sort of backward extension to a little sitting-room
behind, and on the first floor there was a diffused drawing-
room which had once been bisected by folding doors, with
armchairs and corners more or less appropriated by books,
pieces of knitting, shawls and the like, two fireplaces and a
snuggery with two card tables, a chess table, and a sofa at the
back. And so upstairs, where Edward Albert was left to un-
pack, put his things away in a chest of drawers, and spend
a long time studying his wrists in the little looking-glass and
meditating upon the possibilities of bespoke clothes. If he
had long cuffs ; if he got one of those new up and then down
collars like what Mr Matterlock wore; if he pulled himself
up—so. And a dark suit with a touch of blue in it and creased
trousers like Mr Matterlock's. Which fitted. Then it would
be different? . . .
They looked at him at the dinner table when Mrs Doober
brought him down—she had to bring him down. They didn't
say so very much to him, but they peeped and looked at him
all the time. (He would get those cuffs to-morrow.) People
came and went with an extraordinary assurance. Afterwards
in the drawing-room a lady said, " You're a new arrival ? **
and he said " Yes, Mam." " And what's your name ? "
she said, and he told her quite friendly like, and then he got
into a corner and affected to read a very nice book, A Guide
to the Hotels of Europe, while he watched his fellow boarders
unobtrusively.

